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fessor Buekland, who having taken a fancy to me as one of
his apt scholars, invited me to visit him at Corpus Christi
College, Oxford, and attend one or two of his lectures. This
was my true launch. Travelling down with him in the Ox-
ford coach, I learned a world of things "before we reached the
Isis, and, amongst others, his lecture on Crustacea, given
whilst he pulled to pieces on his knees a cold crab bought at
a fishmonger's shop at Maidenhead, where he usually lunched
as the coach stopped.

" On repairing from the Star Inn to Buckland's domicile,
I never can forget the scene which awaited me. Having, by
direction of the janitor, climbed up a narrow staircase, I
entered a long corridor-like room (now all destroyed), which
was filled with rocks, shells, and bones in dire confusion,
and, in a sort of sanctum at the end, was my friend in his
black gown looking like a necromancer, sitting on the one
only rickety chair not covered with some fossils, and clean-
ing out a fossil bone from the matrix."

The few days at Oxford were memorably pleasant. Buck-
land's wit and enthusiasm glowed through all his scientific
sayings and doings, and he had a rare power of description
by which he could make even a dry enough subject fascinat-
ingly interesting. Murchison heard one or two brilliant
lectures from him, but what was of still more importance, he
accompanied the merry Professor and his students, mounted
on Oxford hacks, to Shotover Hill, and for the first tune in
his life had a landscape geologically dissected before him.
From that eminence his eye was taught to recognise the
broader features of the succession of the oolitic rocks of Eng-
land up to the far range of the Chalk Hills ; and this not in
a dull, text-book fashion, for Buckland, in luminous language,surd."
